ot
I'IW{:
d in

N'S Thurs-
a week,"”

HANKEGIVI
dony, come
announced gtumpy
Routh, #&8 he looked
up from a week-old
old newspaper,

“Fat Jot wive got
ta he thagnkfnlf or,™

rowled Bounce Gily-
on, ns he pleked up
{he twa cards which
the dealer slipped him
and found a trgy and deuce instéad
of the goven and the jack he needed
to fill the atralght

“That'ys vight, ehimed in Dutch
Pete, ag he mournfully surveyed the
big room of what had once hieen the
Palace faro parlors.  “If we was all
to put it (ogethey there wouldn't be
enough for one man to be thankful
for ™

“Sart of Thanksgivin' syndicate?"
gald Routh. “That's not a bad fdea.”

“You couldn't get it with a syndi-
cate,” was the surly response from
the bharkeeper “Last year Turkey
Creek was a new Goldfields. Why,
right here in this room I've geen
£20,000 chapge hands In a night
The week Denver Charley left he
took In $17.50."

"You can't kiek at that,” remind-
ed Routh, “Wheén he gave up the
game you came in for this elegant
structure for almost nathin’."

The barkeeper surveyed the big
room In disgust. From the celling
hung & dozen swinging lanips while
others decorated the brackels ulong
the rides,

Time was when they had all been
burning, Now one hracket huad been
lighted that Routh nilgh! read his pa-
per. Anolher burned over the table
whera were guthered mast of (hose
who were laft in the camp, watching
a poKer game

The feeble Hluminatlon only seem-
ed to accentuate the dnrkness of the
fur corners and to [nerease Pete's
melancholy

In the day8 when the placer gold
was supposed to Indicdte the exist-
ence of rich deposits five barkedgpers
had been emploved, He huad beeti one
of them and to him his employer had
given the pilace when the camp had
been degerted Ly most of the fortune
hunters.

The place barvely supported Pete
alone and the once crowded gam-
biing vooind now s=erved ad a sort of
clubreom for the few remaining op-
timlsts

Itouth laid down the paper
grinned at Pete's expression.

“Them was fine old times back
home,” he sald reminigcently. '] re-
member the turkey and the cranber-
ries and the pumpkin ples and the
minces and the chicken pie end——"'

and

“Shut  up,” commanded Glilen.
“Where are you golng to get your
mince ples in this forsaken hole?”

“Wouldn't you like one?' tensed
Routh, dodeging the empty bottle Gl
len flung at hilm “Honest now, |
mean jt! What's the matter with a
Thanksglving syndicate?"

“And where'll yvou get your pie
and things and who'll cook ‘em?”
demanded Gillen “We won't
thankful If You do the cookin

“The ‘lunger’s’ wife.'! explained
Routh. “She told me a while back
she was from New England. et she
can ke ‘em.’

Gillen nodded

1y«

Jullan Gordon, or-
dered West in the hope (hat a lfe
in the open wmight save him from
the white plague was one of the firs
to make Turkey Creek, He atil] held
on In the hope that sgome change
might come

In any event he could
for the lttle gold he and his brave
lttle wife could wasgh from the
stream barely paid for the flour and
bacon and the few other necesgaries

'‘Guess she could do it," asserted
Gillen. “What do you say, boys?
Let's come In on Routh's

not move,

win't got nothin' to be thankful for
exceptin' a good dinner.”

“That's something to be thankiul
for,” reminded Routh, to whom the
glmplest cookery was an unattzinable
accomplishment. “We've got 10 days
to make ready In
1o go to town ahd three to come bac)
That Jeaves five full days. Come on
I'll go and see the lunger’s wife, and
If she says she'll do It I'1l come hack
und pass the hat.”

Routh stepped bravely out Into the

but he whistled us he strode along

It was years since he had enjoyed
a renl Thianksgiving dinner. Some-
how It seemed (o bring back n sense
of nearness to home even to think
of n proper ealebration,

His enthusiusin gave eloguence to
his arguments, and presently he was

plodding back with Mrs. Gordon's
promise,

“It's all right,”" he announced as
he shook off the wet and came into

the room. “Mis' (fordon suys she'll

do the cooking and be glad to. I've
gol a ligt of what she wants. Pro-|
duce ™

For exaniple he threw down hiﬁ|
owh pouch of gold and into the buck-
skin bag the others shook a portion
of their scanty store

“What's left goes to the lunger, so
don't be backward,” urged Routh,
cheerfully, as the hag was passed
around and he smiled as he felt fts

syndlcate !
and have a Thaunksgiving, even if we |

It takes two days|

raln The Gordon cabin was at the
fur end of the guleh no pleasant |
wilk in the e¢hlll November shower

growing welght

The whola camp torned to give
him a send-off the following morning
and Pete loaned his pack mule in case
Routh's conld not carry the load. On
the return trip the trall would be
all up hill and the list was & heavy
one

Onee past the turn Routh waa seen
no more and the rest went hack to
thely dreary rontine of washing gold
from the gravel of (he stream.

When the deposit had heen discoy-

ered It had been argued from the

to discover him and his shout of myr-
prise prought the others t(umhling
out of tha shanty.

in the pateh of JIght from the open
door sal Routh and heside him was a
girl just budding Into womanhood; a
frall delleate figure in elothes of a cut
that proclaimed tae Insf,

O1L's Mis' Gordon's sigter,' he ox-
plained to {he erowd. “I faynd her
down tp (rase Valley tryvin' ta find
where Turtle Creek was, so | brought
her along. Yan fellows unload them
mulesa and give 'em feed while we go

ace. Jt was the only range in camp
and now the supplies were gtored in
the deserted cabin and the men gat
hack to await the return of Routh.

The had a long walt, ior It was
three hours before he returned and
rather shamefacedly enteved the pal-
ace.

“I was making arrangements far
the dirner,” he explalned. You gee
they didn’t expect Miss Hardy and it
Kkinder upset Mis' Gordpn.”

“Looks llke It upset gome s=ome
others we know,” Gillen suggested

I

i

\

richness of the find that a mother
lode must be close by, but the stream
had been explored to {ts source with
no result. 8tlll hope burned eternal
and while the men got ount just
enough to keep their supplies up they
spent the rest of the time In prospect-
ing for the lode, beating over ground
thut had been tried a hundred times
before

It was lale on the sixth day when
Routh reappeared. Pete was the first
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ROUTH'S GUN COULD BE HEARD IN THE GULCHES.

e

on,"

He had vanished into the darkness
as he spolke and the others turned
their attention to the twa pack ani-
malis, The packs were heavy indeed
and as they were carried into the
palace many were the conjectures as
to what was what.

Pete had donated the use of the
stove that In more proseprous days
had served to cook the meals that
were served the patrons of the pal-

ey e ————— e

with a laugh.

For a moment it looked as though
there might be trouble, but it ended
in Routh's jolning good naturedly in
the laugh and then news of the out-
slde world replaced the gossip of
nearer home.

The next morning a plume of
smoke over the palace announced
that prepavations for the dinner had
commenced. Routh constituted him-
self man-of-all-wark, and hung de-

voledly about the doorway of the
kitchen, where Mrs. Gordon and her
slsior worked away until, at Mrs.
Gordon's command, he took his gun
and went In search of game.

The turkey he had been able tp
purchase was not more than lavge
enough to give each man a slice, and
thig, Mys. Gordon declaved, must ho

supplemented by  game, since beef
and mullon were out of the ques-
tion.

P'op Ilwo days the popping of

Routh's gun could be heard In the
side gulches and the string of birds
and rabhits grew apace. Then Routh
transferred  his  attention to the
Litehen again and feasted his pos-
trils upon the savory adors of mince
and pumpkin pies, while he brought
in the wood and helped pare and
prepare

The whale camp had become vital-
Iy intevested Ip the dinner and as
they sat In the bhig gambling room
over their nightly poker they dls-
cussed the probable menu.

The dinner was set for 2 o'clock
on Thanksgiving day, but the guests
began to assemble shortly after 9.
Every man had made some attempt to
dregs up, but none reached the hights
attained by Routh, who was resplen-
dent in a white shirt, paper collar
and flaming red tie

He stood on guard at the door of
the gamhlipg room, which was to be
the banquet ball, and no amount of
persuasian could induce him 1o let
any of the curious have even a peep
at the joys within

Now and then a current of air
wayld bring fo the hungry an appe-
tizing odor of roasting turkey, but
nal even 4 glimpse of the place did
they have yntll Mye. Gordon, her face
heaming with good humor, Lthrew
open the deors and invited them to
enter.

The first men to euter stood stock
giill until pushed on by those he-
hind. Some of the old tabies had
heen scrubbed to snowy whitepess
and along the sides were ranged pude
henches. As the leading maver af the
gyndiente, Routh had the post of
honoy at the head of the table, Nell
Hardy on his left and Mrs, Gordon
on his right when the two women
could be induced to sit down befween
the courges. At the head of the table
smoked the turkey and at Intervals
down the poard were other roasts of
game.

Heaping dishes of vegetables stood
guard beside the meats and the cen-
ter of the table was made gay with
evergreens and paper roses. Rever-
ently they stoad while Mrs. Gordon
pronounced a sln_}ple grace, then
Routh rapped on th¥ table with his

knife.

““'ne thanksgiving of the thank-
less is ready to commence,” he an-
nonneced. “*All sit. "

With elaborate ceremony the tur-
Key wag carved go skillfully that each
man wWas gerved a tiny slice of white
and dark meat and then supplement-
Ing the service with the side dishes
the feast began,

Bul even more sucessful than the
turkey was the pie, a generous cut of
peace apd pumpkin to each man,
with a gyhe of cheese atop of each,
and  Pgle, moved to generosity,
brought aut a box of cigars with the
coffae,

“I gol some things to tell vou, fel-
lows," annoyunced Routh as he strug-
gled to his feet. I ain't much of
hand an speeches, but here goes.

“Thig s)‘aglc'ﬁm of the Thankless
wag a big idea and it would have
spolled if we had all heen thankful
for anything but a good dinner. But
naw that it's aver, I want fo tell you{
that you've got a lot more to he!
thankful for than you realize.

“To begln with, we've all been ay
pack of fools trying to trace the-
placer gold to the mother lode. Weos
all went up strean: because that”
where the gold comes from. Way
plumb forgot about freshets in thed
spring, The gold's all in Little Tur-|
tle gulch. and there's enouigh thers |
to make us all wealthy, I got a clal
staked out, and so's Miss Hardy and !
the Gordons, but there's enough for |
all, and I praopose that this gyndicate

be turned Into the Thanksgiving
Mine Syndicate. All in favor _say
-aye‘l "n o

For ¢ moment the men sat stunned.
l% had neyer occurred to them that
the gold might have been washed |
down {n the spring floods. It was '
but natural that they should look |
nlon‘g the watereourse angd they had
all ignored the smaller gulch until
Routh * had Invaded the place In
search of the game that bad been
driven there from the larger valley.

Routh’s lagt words seemed to bring
home to them pa reallizatipn of the
belated luck apd the '‘ayes” thun-
dered forth as the question was put.

“We'll stake oft the clalms tomor-
row,”” completed Routh, "and then
I'll go to Grass Valley and have a
lawyer draw up the papers that will
make this syndicate a permanent
thing,” he went on, *if Pete will
bring out the bottle, I want you all
to drink to the future of Mrs. Routh.
Miss Hardy says she’ll marry me and
alongside of Nell Hardy, I'l tell you
boys, & mine an't a patch of a thing
to be thankful for—not even the
Thanksgiving Syndicate Mine.”

N ROUTE, L, P. R. R.
“Dearest Mabel;
‘“After a three
months’ werry - go-
round of balls, opera
and the like, your
provipeial little con-
sin I8 returning to
pastures  green and
hey home on the hill-
slue, I met many
men, but did not
meet my fate, as you predicted that
1 would do. They were all very nice
men, but so wuch allke,

“Three of them came (p the train
to sec me off. Bach sent me a box of
red roses, g box of candy und a novel,
The roses were allke and from the
same florist's, the candy of the same
brand and from the same confection-
er's, the books bore the same title,

“I sent you my programs of the
operas and plays and my dance
cards, #0 you know abo t what 1

have been dolng. 'There is nothing
elge to tell—maybe there will be, I
may meect my fate right on my own
doorstep. T think not, however, be-
cause I am awfully tired of him al-
ready.

“To be sure | haven't scen him
Yet, but his name has crept Into
every line of every puge of every

sheet of every letter | have had from
home.

‘He is “the Celery King.' He real-
Iy has another npme, but if they
ever mentloned it 1 have forgotten
it. He is called that by evervone.

He bhought all that lowland for miles
around ouy farm cnd I8 growing cel
ery.  Last summer he bullt an [deal

but he only came there to live the
day after [ went tn vigit Aunt Janet.
He has miade a big succegs and he

himself one of the family. Papa
writes fluently of hig manly quali-
ties; mamma of his churming man-
ners, digpogition and Kind heart;
while little brother and sister laud
his generous bestowals of rides and
bon bhone

"1 am reilly bored to death by de-
aeriptions of him and his belongings.

Doubtless he s in the same condi-
tion regarding me, for you know
they are all over-given to disserta-

tions of the undersigned and mamma
writes so often: ‘We bave told hlm
ull about you.'

‘It seems he has an understudy
living with him, a young man from
the Fast who is learning the tricks
and manners of ceiery plants. They
have written very Iittle about him,
however. [ feel that [ shall much
prefer him to tae Celery King.

my own hearthstone, and then I can
tell you all about him, for in mam-
ma's last letter she said that our one
and only drlving horse has gone
lame, and that the Celery King and
the understudy h-d both volunteered
to come to the station for me.

“They drew cuts 1o =ee which
would come and the Celery King was

the Incky—or unluncky—man The
understudy had laughed and said
that he was guite a diplomat him-

HE SBAID, “I BEG PARDON,
YOI

and his celery are really famons
“They are very chummy with him
at home. He s over there avery day

AREN'T
MISS ROBYNE?"

rambling tarmhouse near our farm,

or evening and seoms to have made

'-f-N and that it might happen that
he would see me firgt, after all.

| “We are elowing up at lLexington
Pand | just gaw the handsemes! man
| golng into the ticket office. Mavhe
he will get on this train! More apon.

“Aprll 16, Bedtime (7).
“There was much more and quite

anon, too, The handsome man came
into the car and made stralght for
me He sald: ‘I beg your pardon,
but aren’'t vou Mlss Robyne?’

““'Yes," I replled. and then before
[ knewr {* [ thought out loud, ‘And
you must be the understudy to the
Celery King.'

“lI wish you ecould have seen the
dancing of his expressive eyes. MHe
gal down beside me and sajd; ‘Of
courge, I would know you, Miss Ro-
byne, for I knew You were Lo he on
thls train nd | have seen photo-
graphs of yon many times, but how
dld fou know who I am?*

“Then | told him what mamma
had  written about thely drawing
cuts, 'S0, 1 concluded, ‘I presume

“1 will finfsh this letter tonight at,

you enme down on the morning train
to outwit The Celery Kipg.'

" 'No,” he replied slowly, ‘T ¢ldn't
care gbont outwitting him; I game to
sec you,’

‘*Now that yoy have seen me,
{you might intreduce youreelf. Yon
wore  shuply menptioned as  “the

| Young man learning the celery busi-
ness,” so [ dubbed you “The Under-
study.”"*

“Pardon me: my name {8 Owen.
And were they gs reficent regarding
The Celery King?'

“*No,” I groaned. ‘They have
grown =0 absurdly interested in him
—though T don’t know his name—
“Randall” supplied the understudy
—and have written of him until 1
must confess I grew lired of reading
thelr Jlefters. Yon were gcarcely
mentioned, which 18 In your favor.’

“*1 holleve 1 Hike the uppellation
of “The Understudy,” ' he musei.
‘You seo, ap understudy has noth-

ing to do but commit the part, and
then stand around and walt for an
opportunity to play the role.’

“‘Yes,” 1 replied, ‘and did you
over notice that when fthe under-
study gets o chance he makes a big-
geér hit than the star?’

"] hope 50,' he murmured in fond,
Impressive Lone, 'that it will prove
true {n this case’

‘T wag really sorry when we
reached the next station, for I knew
the pext stop would bring us to our
Journey's end, and there would be
that prig of a Celery King.

“You know 1 am confidential
sometimes and [ told Mr, Owen what
{ was thinking, and asked him if we
couldn’t shake the ‘star.’ He sald
that would be hardly right, for, aftey
all, Mr. Randall had been fair in the
matter.

“We stopped =0 long al the station
that Mr. Owen got off to see what
wag the delay. He came back and
sald a freight train had Dbroken
down & f~w miles ahead, and that it
would be three hours before we could
go on, Bo he telegraphed papa, and
we had a cozy little dinper at a res-
taurant, waiked about town and be-
fore I knew It those three lovely
hours had slipped by.

“ 1 wonder If the Celery King is
walting all this time,” 1 said as the
train drew up at our station.

“‘1 kpow I would be’ ho
answer.

“There he is!” I exclaimed as we
got out, and T saw @ touying car with
u slght, brown-looking man at the
wieel.

"!No; that isn't Randall; it Is his
chanfieur,” gaid Mr, Owen, golug up

made

He came back to me
‘Randall couldn't
his man for you,

to the man,
with shining eyes.
come He sent
though.’

*So we had a lovely six-mile drive
before us. 1 asked him to come over
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tonight, but he said he owned it to
Randall to let him come.

“Mamma, papa and I talked our
hoads off—at least, I did. They dld
not get much chance,

“‘It was ton had.,' monrned man-

ma, ‘that Mr. Rangall couldn’t come,

hut it was nice in him to send for
you., His man stopped hers on the
way to the train, after we got the
message '

“I didn’t tell her about Mr. Owen
then. 1 was afraid she wouldn't like
it. I was unpacking jn the evening
when shg came [nto my room.

“‘Mr, Randall is downstails, Lou.
[ am not dressed, and youyr father is
al the barn. Go cown apd introduce
yourself. We are so informal with
him.’

“I went down and there sat Mr,
Owen.

0, I saidjoyfully, it's you.
Mamma sald “Mr. Randall.”’
“1 am Myp. Randall—Mr. Owen

Randall—' he sald pravely.

“‘Not—the celery king!"™ I stam-
mered faiotly

“*Yes, Won't you walt, please,
untf] 1 explain. I was so anxious
to meet you (I didn't get bored by
hearlvg of you) that I went to Lex-
inglon to ride back with you. Be-
fore 1 had zn opportunity to explain
who | was, You confessed to a prej-
udice to me, and you scemed to like
me tolerably well in the role of
someone else, so [ didn’t venture to
‘fess up until I had won a little fa-
vor, Won't you [forgive me—
please?’

“f didn't like the deception a bit,
and [ wuas - vfully ashamed, remem-
bering all 1 had sajd, but I heard
mamma coming—and—well, T said
~—'You know [ told you understud-
les always made a hit.’

“And, well, it’s Jate. [ musn't
wrile any more tonight. As ever,

“Your Own Lou.”
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FINDING A SISTER

- - - - -

FFRHAPS there will “No, The trip by troin costs $258 There was u park opposite the|erty, and she had Sl on the deck | suggested the stranger. “It won't hother him In the]*You are not golng to live on crack-
be some  slateroom | more.  We will make an exchange | steamship office and she Lagk u shady | starting at the solitid of eyery nass- “How dare you sa¥ that?' stormed | least,” assured the man. “‘If it had fers for the . 2xt Lwo duys. You are
givan up?" suggest-|if you like." bench to waft untll the clerk who Ing foatfall Dara. promized to ! should have Interfered. | golng to be n:y guest."

f-_d Dora  hopefully. Dora ghook hey head. She could | had attended her had gone to lunch. Bomeone took the chalr beside her “It's all vight,” was the quiet ve- [ It was funny to stand there and see “f am nol fn the habit of Iel;luﬁ
Occaslonally Some- | not confess that slie did not have|Then she holdly entered the office and Dora frowhed. I wag the man sponse. ‘I had [t doped out. When |yon walk off with the ticket undor |strunge persons fuke me to dinner,
one detldes to .“;m any money left she had meant to ugu}n, and another clerk came to|who had given her MWis turn the #ev-| you said thy! ygu were Mixs Jen-|my very nose.” 4 sald Dora with o fash of he; old
“H.I'ﬂ.';. boit, don't {be saving, but there WEre 5o many | wait upon her. thme ghe had gone to the wteametr ;llngs und | ‘\"0’“’ there was no Miss “It's not a bit funpy.” reproved |spirit.

lh(:y ‘ pretty things to buy. They cost a “I want the reseryvalion made for | office. Jennings 1 figurcd {t out that you [Dora, “I don’t see anything to laugh “My donr chlld.” sufd the man

« The clerk smiled) trifle mdre than she €ould afford, and | Mr. Stephen  Jetinitgs,” ehe apdd| “Miss JenoInge 1 believe?' ho hag heard of the resarvation in someat. It was wicked and 1l sorry T|gepfly, I am nol offerlng ou char-

dowy Into the euger | there wee wo muny people to buy | boldly. “He js My hrother and (he [ neked cpurteonsly a8 he ralsed bis|way and had taken 3 up. 1 think I|had to do it, but | was desperate, My | ity. | have a perfect right to take
G T st "fu-'?. ' $Er ng ul)‘\- that she felt lhz.‘| ?!‘n‘ m‘vnild l‘mt.'rts(:r\.nmn wag made for me.” Cap. can guess the rest, Money all gone, | money was all gone. | ghall have to| my sister down fo dinper If 1 want
can offer you 'Im‘}" dn“':f: » onl ﬂ‘l mfl EAMhasTho o “‘mq 'y ously;  Unquestioningly the clerk handed “No, I am vot.” shipped Dorg. no chihee for @ room and you must | Hve on crackers until | get back be-|to. I am Jennings, you Know. I
reservation thaf | P "l"_ s ":"0" Yir U"l """3'_'1"“-"‘* \“I'_ “-I‘ lf"'i';'lj\"""ll" room check, apd with a rast- “] beg your pardon,’” was the gmil-{ get baek. Am [ right?” ¢yuge | cannot tfford to eat in the | managed to get half a room with a
for this boat'] u‘ u.uu“'l J.. ul. up | would !1.1\(, 1nl‘.-.n crackers Instead | beating heart Dota hurrled from the | ing reply. I heard vou ngk for “it was a horrld thing to do,” she|eahip." man I know. Doesn’t it make a dif-
R M) c:m:'x Mr :lnu ;mu, of \i"ﬂ;\l.lu”nl'v:: e ; o) Dlace. It geemed a terrible thing to| Jetinfngs’ stateroom and hemrd yon | admitted. 1t was ke steaiing, but “You are a plucky 1ittle girl,” de- | ference?”” 4 .
nings wrote that ”" '“"'ll -h' i"ﬂ- fe1 *I‘H rihs v“"l 4"", .-' ""\'« do, but her need was desperate and pay that you were his sister. | pover|| had to do something. I could not|elired the stranger. Don't  you ] guess it docs, assr'nwd. Lora
today N0 e tb‘- -“;jm d ;' .xe,",- :\n‘ lan ¥ A I)fna ‘n- ll lk\..;( -\\.13 she\breathed u j{Lt]e prayer that Mr. | mat hig sister, but as | knew Steve pay another week’s board, and I|worry., Jennings 's al. ~ight.” as she smiled through Ahor“lt‘.:'ns into
Ron .ﬂndn 4 it ol (€ ‘:u“”ur the sea- ‘mjl.l chanc 'lA .nn'i - ;"‘ kwtlv([l ; n\.l- ‘!‘,jlll'l!!lﬂx might be able to afford the very well I wumﬂ,‘ to ask her if I|didn’t have the nrice of the railroad He saw that Dora wanted to cry | the grive, earnest eyes. ".5 !‘ﬂull-
Roriaibt thl; ';umn T n“ “ﬁ '“1' ‘r.(f c'».mfl) at th.-. LTII “‘«”‘-”-1 ad s ‘-““ln oxl\l\.l fare required by the land trip. | could he of service.” Ja o So 1 waited until the "’l.‘lk and with an fnutition ulmost femi-]ing coals of fire on wy Jead,
come up loﬁ&l-ud 'mnlm-ﬁ l |;‘ )94:: .vl “I:h eal 1]_!1:-_1'\:; -WI“ 1« ‘«l, y s hen the ship swung out of the “You can’'t,” snapped Dora, impo-|who told me about the reservation } nine he slipped iway to let her hive | though.™ o
loaded," 5 B9 .RRRk pvef g chowked ofs U: '\.k.l' 2 .1" ien Jen-{ harbor that evening Dora breathed | litely. I suppcze You mean well, | went to lunch and gol it from the [her cry out. He was back before the “Not in *he least,” declared Jen-
“These tickets . " 3 nlum: wis “f" --&”n ¥ '.‘ln: ;ns DL)I‘,.A m‘orv' freely. She had feared that'but [ am not Mr. Jennings' sister ! other clerk. Do you suppose thatlsignal was giveu rfor dinner. nings. “I !os:v a stateroow and find
1and 7" asked Do are good over- turneq to go an idea flashed iuto her perhaps the real owner of the state- and & it will make it hard for Mr. Jen-  “You slip dowr to the cabin and —a sister. The advantage s all
ra hopefully, mind. room would come to claim his prop- “And you stole his stateroom,” bathe your eyes,” he commanded. mine.”

nings?”




